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DISPLACEMENT  OF POPULATION

summer of 1939 has been one of the
JL wettest in English memory.

Throughout July and the first three weeks of
August, the rains have descended and the floods
have come, turning' the New Forest into a
swamp and its gentle springs to angry rivulets.
The troops encamped hi the Forest for " training"
have all departed for indoor quarters, when
suddenly the weather changes.. The last week
of the uneasy peace which Europe has struggled
for twenty years to maintain becomes one of
the loveliest on record. A golden light shines
benignly upon Hampshire's gorse and heather;
the Isle of Wight gleams like a jewel across the
blue channel of Southampton Water.

In the garden of our New Forest cottage
where we are spending the summer holidays,
the children and I count five Peacocks and
seven Red Admirals dancing above the Michael-
mas daisies. From distant cottage gardens, the
faint smell of bonfires which drifts across
England in early autumn hangs on the air*